(S\duchadoe 

noncbuttKis. , , -rt , . 

t,Ur 1 like ihc new tire within excclcntly,ir the liairc were a 
diought browner: and your gow n’s a inoft rare fafliion yfaith, 

I (aw ihc Dutchelle of’Miilaines gowne that they praifefo.. 

Hero O that cxceedcs they fay. 

Marg. By iny troth's but a night-gown it refpeft ofyoun, 
cloth a gold and cuts , andlac d witlifilucr, fetwith pcarles, 
downellceues,fideflecucs,3nd skirts,roundvndcrbornewiih 
a blew illi unfell, but for a fine queint graceful and cxcclent fa« 
foion, yours is worth ten on t. 

Hero God giue me iov to wcare it, for ray heart is exceed* 
ing hcauy. 

0\iarg. T’will be heauier foonc by the weight of a 
jnan. 

Hero Fie vpon thcc,art not aOiamed? 

Marg. Of what !ady?offpeaking honourablyfis not marri- 
age honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord honourable 
without inariagc?! ihinkc you would bauc me fay >fouing your 
tcucrcncc a husband : & bad thinking do not wreft true fpea- 
king,ilc ofl'end no body, is there any harm in the heauier, fora 
husband? none 1 thinkc , and it be the right husband, and the 
right wife.othcrwifc tis lightand not hcauy ,aske my lady Bea- 
trice els, here fhc comes, 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero Good morrow coze. 

Beat. Good morrow fweete Hero. 

Hero Why how now'?do wu fpeake in the flckc tune? 

'Beat. ] am out ofall other tune, me thinkes. 

Mar Clap’s into Light a louc,(that goes without a burdenj) 
do you fing it, and ile ^aunce it. 

'Beat. Y c Light aloue with your Iwclsjthcnif your liusband 
hauc (Tables enougI>youle fee he (hall lackc no barnes. 

Adar: O jllegitim.'ite condrudlion i 1 fcornc that with my 
hccles. 

Beat. Tis almoft Hue a cloekc eofiri, tis time you were rea- 
dy ,by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho. 

Mir^ For a haukc^a horfcjpr a huabandl 


about !A(^othing, 

Beat. For the letter that begins them a1, H. 

fidar. Wcl> you be not turndc T urke*. thcrcs no mote 

fiylingbythcftarrc. 

What mcanes the foole trow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend eucry one their hearts dc- 
^^^^Hero Thefe gloucs the Countc fent me, they arc an cxccU 

am ftuft cofin, I cannot fmell. 

Mar. A maidc and ftuft I thcres goodly catching of 

^°^feat. O God help me, God help me, how long haue you 

profeftapprehenfion? ^ , 

^ Mar. Euerfinceyoulcftit, doth not my wit become me 

- . 

Beat. It is not fecnc enough, you fliould wearc it in your 
capjby mv troth I am ficke, „ 

okar' Get you feme of this diftill d carduitt beKedtElM^ 
and lay it to vour heart, it is the onely thing for a qualmc. 

Hero ThSrethoupvickftherwithathilTcl. 

Beat.BeneMae, why benedtdltts'iyow hauc fomc moral m this 

ienediRHS. , 

tMar. MoralUno by my troth I hauc no morall meaning, 
I meant plaine holy tliiflcl, you may tbinke pcrchauncc thaU 
think you are in louc,nay birlady I am notfiicliafqole to think 
what I lift, nor I lift not to thinke what I can, nor mdecd . can 
notthink, if I would thinkc my heart out of thinking, that you 
arcinlouc, or thatyouwillbciiiloue, or that you can be in 
loue:yct Bcnedicke W'as fuch another androw is he become a 
tnan,he(w'ore he would neuer marry, and yet now in difpight 
of his heart he cates his mcate without gradgmg, and how you 
may be conuerted I know not, but me thinkes y'ou lookc with 

your cics as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue kcepcs? 

Not a faUc gallop. Enter Vrfitl^- 

Z)rfu(a Madame witiidraw^thc prince, the Comit,figTiior 
Ecncdickc, Donlohn, andallthegallantsofthetowneare 
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